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V. 




Whom I have lov’d alone; 

T were cruel to link thy fate forever, 

W’ith sorrows like my own; 

Gfo smile on livelier friends and never 
Lament me when l’m gone. 

Isabel ! Isabel ! Isabel ! 

One look^tho’ that look is in sorrow; 

Farethee well, Fare thee well, Fare thee well ! 
Far hence 1 shall wander tomorrow : 

Ah me! Ah me! 
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And when at length in these lovely bowers, 

Some happier youth you see ; 

And you cull for him springs sweetest flowers , 
And he sings of love to thee: 

W hen you laugh with him at these vanish ’d hours, 
Oh.’tell him to love like me. 

. Isabel! dec. Arc. 
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